LAST JOURNEY - FIRST VICTORY

Swing swing swing
Taking to the gallows nook
Sticking to the gallows nook
Swing my friend
Swing like a cradle

Dear friend, oh friend, my friend

No, no death is set for you

Oh knight, my fighter and my soldier

You are the steel man

Narasimha the terrific

Breaking all directions with single blow

With reverberating war trumpets in glow

All over the forest, rained the cloudbursts

Spears, sickles are your Pasupata weapons
Yours is Srirama's arrow, never misses the target
Your bow is Gandeeva, the globe is your home
Your nails are axes, here are your people

In rain and scorchy-sun with half-filled stomach
With no fixed place, you rambled villages umpteen
Like vengeful heeded snake with hishing sounds
You laid the tomb stones for the ruthless traitors

Your surging knife-wounds rang like bells

Your far reaching cries raged like fire

You are the potassium cianide to idiotic asses

You are the eternal highlight in well-wishers' hearts

Your hide and seek sport was
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